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Illustration 1: Wrecker's, Wooloongabba 


This was a strange show promising to be very 
austere. The rules were so oppressive as to seem 
liberating to a musical simpleton like myself. 
Limited to contact mics and mics and non- 
instrumental objects or sculptures made of such 
objects. No pedals. Nothing designed to make 
sounds. 


I was informed via facebook. Many people were 
invited to participate. I said yes. 


Despite the simpleness, I still managed to work 
myself up into a little dull stress. The title was 
comforting, though. The Allure of the 
Unaesthetic Discord. Once I got into the spirit of 
what that could mean I got a little smirk on my 
face. That old art class hack. The post-modern. 
The bending the rules of art. Getting away with 
creatively doing assignments at the last minute. 


I still, had a little bit of stress as to what I would 
do. Would that spirit be available to me? (What is 
a spirit, anyway? Is this a wholesome activity? Is 
it the Holy Spirit?) 


Three friends I talked to didn’t know what they 
would do, either. They had a few simple ideas 
but, “I dunno, hey.” was the general thing. “The 
bar is on the ground,” One said. So I didn’t have 
to worry. 


The livestream of some of the first nights the 

show was on came on. A miniature wonderland 
of bits and pieces artfully put together came on. 
What less would I expect? A colourful streamer 


fan box in the corner provided a nice background 
noise... People had sculptures... A sewing 
machine with an ice skate scraped on it. Quaint 
things. Tastefully ornamental trash. I think I have 
to say I had the most unaesthetic setup. The 
friend who was like, “I dunno, eh,” had a 
hanging square of a security screen sliding door 
aluminium grid with lots of chains and 
decorations hanging off it making different 
metallic and decorative noises. Her back was the 
the camera but I recognised her flares, skechers 
and general frame. The camera then tilted 
diagonally and my other friend’s signature track 
pants and volleys... ha. There he is. People I 
recognise, at an event! 


What caught my eye most was the blue milk 
crate being dragged over the concrete again and 
again, as if the footage was on loop. It added a 
nice repetitive droning scraping noise to the 
sound. Somee texture and depth. The visual 
element remindedme of orphans scrubbing 
floors, and the thing from Goonies. 


There was a carpet cleaner in the hallway of the 
house I was in (not my hallways but my old 
house in Brisbane which I was staying at, 
exploiting a room vacancy). One of the non- 
electric ones from the 70s that only ran by the 
wheels going round and round. It made a cool 
whirring sound. I have found my thing to take! 
(Ah, what us unemployed people find to brighten 
our days). People will get a kick out of that. 


Also, I’d walked around the big Dan Murpheis 
for ages looking at all the drinks, reminiscing 
about each type. I thought that, I could put mics 
on beer cans and drink the beers and capture the 
“chkhiss” sound. The laziest, simplest, amusing 
options. But I don’t know if I like to drink beer 
anymore (or identify with the idea of drinking it). 
It’s a silly idolatry. It makes me feel yuck (cause 
I don’t have anything good to take for the 
hangover anymore). I ended up walking out with 
a single Carlton Zero. That would be interesting, 
(un)aesthetically, this dark music, with non 
alcohol? A stoic minimalism? I could drink an 
energy drink first and then follow it with a six 
pack of non alcoholic beer. The tension! I could 
have a laptop whirring away too, amplified by 
the contact mics. Beer, energy drinks and 
computers... another gross kind of indulgence. 


Funny but, uh, you know, not the most self- 
respecting? Anyhow, I got a six pack of 
Oettingers too (the beer for A Natural 
Low/Essential Minerals and Real Bad Music, 
bought habitually as it was the cheapest full 
strength beer). I wanted lots of different sizes of 
cans to play with (small energy drink, small 
Asian supermarket beer, bigger carlton 0, big 
Oettie). Also it’s traditional. 


Anyhow, I feel a little bit silly when I get there. 
Also I forgot to bring a lead. I call two friends to 
borrow one. People look serious, too. I am 
worried that my idea is too dumb. My laptop and 
blue Aldi cooler bag full of beers, energy drink 
and a crinkly can of King Oscar’s sardines, piece 
of carpet and orange and blue carpet cleaner 
looks quite silly and domestic. I had asked Glen 
to bring a DVD to play (so we can hear the 11yr- 
old laptop’s DVD drive amplified whirring). It 
was Married With Children. Somebody said, 
“Oh, a laptop... did you make it? Haha!” “I put 
linux on it myself,” I said. 


People were starting to plug/bang/tap/scrape/etc 
away at whatever they had, inside the little old 
industrial warehouse’s shop window. Somebody 
had a bike wheel on top of something like, a fan 
cage, that would go round in circles. Someone 
else had a drum with a maypole looking 
construction of a pole and wire coming down 
from it. It sounded viola-like. Or tinkly, with a 
coat hanger. 


I ended up putting the laptop away because it was 
too quiet. I wanted to shift the mics to other 
things too. Another thing I had was an avocado 
slicer with stings in it you could play. Ain’t I 
clever. 


Lined up the cans smallest to largest. Gave them 
little whacks with the contact mics. Drums. 


Got into the rhythm of it, the spirit of it, this 
weird, natural, chaotic orderly music. Nature-like 
music. Ancestors probably did something like it 
with sticks and rocks. Primal instincts. 


The best sound, I’d found, was to have two 


motions, like I was doing a painting. I may be a 
littl bit dumb but I have technical skill with 
painting. Gradients, I’m good at gradients 
(conceptually and practically, I think. Spectrums, 
too). Shading, massaging, sensitive touches or 
scrapes. Maybe I can keep up here. I 
concentrated on trying to time to scraping with 
the “plop, plop’ of somebody dropping rocks on 
to a tray scupture. Watching my own 
competetive, self-pitying instinct (get down, 
shhh, stop being self-absorbed!) Scraping, around 
and around, like kneading. Feminine energy. 
Then the big Oettinger can exploded from the 
bottom from all the scraping and people started 
to laugh . I laughed and talked to my friend who 
came to clean up the mess (we weren’t supposed 
to talk). But we are quiet so it probably doesn’t 
matter. 





Illustration 2: Skye and Dylan. They 
made my favourite instrument: drum 
with pole and strings 


Kept up the act, drinking the energy drink (Aldi 
Flying Power) and the Carlton Zero (felt a little 
bit placebo drunk). It tastes pretty nice actually 
and not many kilojules. The can opening didn’t 


contact mics (we were given two each) on either pic up on the mics very much. The cans sound 
side of a can, or one each on two cans, and scrape like a plane in the sky when you scrape them a 
them on the concrete. I did this in many crcular certain way, especially when they are empty. 


there are too many people inside. So it’s nice and 
My friends almost drank the busted Oettinger can flexible. 
but didn’t because it probably had metal in it. 

Thank you to Ben and Leif for organising some 
Got to talk to lots of people and ate samosas from very beneficial social and creative activity. 
Mirch Masala. Got to hang out with my friends 
after taking the lead back. It was a good day 
overall. 


My friend told me that there was a protester... 
Somebody yelled, “artists get out of “Gabba!” 
something like that. “Stop the Gabba from being 
gentrified!” Someone he reconised from Unite. It 
confused me because, like, don’t they want 
everywhere to be like West End or Newtown? I 
mean, in effect, that’s what activism seems to do. 
Bring in the anarchist signs, the communist signs, 
the literature... You get the rainbow flags, vegan 
cafes, socialist alliance people, expensive organic 
cafes, yoga studios, MP offices, inflated property 
prices, smaller families, DINK couples? Hmm... 
you wanna keep it industrial, keep alienated 
workers in, self-directed artists out? What for 
working class families especially? Single 
alienated men? Anyhow. What’s right? 





Illustration 4: Glen with his big kettle of water 


The show was inclusive and fully within covid 
restrictions. You can just sit on the footpath if 





Illustration 3: Amanda. Anti- 
gentrifiers, is it still like a Bike 
Wreckers if the home made 
instruments are made of bike parts? 


A NATURAL LOW COLLAB @ 
WRECKER’S ARTSPACE 20/09/20 


This time, I got there an hour before it finished, 
came in and rubbed my can all over the big drum 
to make it sound deeper. I realised how, um, 
tinny rubbing tins on concrete sounded. Got to 
rub then around the water filled massive 
aluminium kettle that Glen brought with him too 
(with a five dollar note in the water. And coins he 
had scatterd around the room). It made a cool 
sound. 


It has making the cogs turn in my brain more 
about how sound works and how different tones 
(or whatever it is called) can work together. 
Maybbe I would like to experiment with this sort 


centrepiece. I felt personally that boundaries 
between the property of each of the contributors 
had disintegrated somewhat within the mess and 
the end day urgency. Feeling the appropriteness 
of the occasion, I opened my last Oettinger can, 
had a kick around of the tiles, picked up a metal 
stick and whacked some stuff... Also there were 
quite a few more elaborate home-made 
instruments being played, and some more refined 
techniques. “Fuck it, I’m going to make more 
chaos..” Equally as much as, “Fuck it, I’m going 
to make more order.” Lots more delightfully 
weird and abrasive sounds. One being a spray 
can lid on an upturned metal tray reminding me 
of a free jazz saxophone freak out. Max bending 
the rules slightly making inhuman mouth noises 
(like some kind of star wars language) into a tube 


of thing in the future. Finding junk. Conventional leading to a synth made out of foam with metal 


instruments sound so samey that it’s hard to 
either do something simple (cause it feels 
repetitive) or complex (cause it’s technical) but 
you can get all kinds of weird sounds with these 
objects. I could really play them too. The pitch, 


bits stuck into, a spring it and who knows what, 
SYNTH written on it and a price tag of about 
$3000. Summer made a similar, much prettier 
one with pins and things. I think I had a go on 
just about everything. Glens big teapot with 


the tone etc. has natural variations as you do stuff water and money, which was by now filthy 


to the object and it feels a lot more natural, non- 
pre-configured, to be able to play with something 
like that. It feels like it’s really playing. For 
isntance, you can rub the big metal drum lightly, 
up the top, at the bottom, closer or further away 
from the contact mic, and you can make a sort of 
tune that way. You can tap different parts of the 
kettle or rub around the top of it in a circular 
way. You can go over the grooves repeatedly for 
a drumming kind of sound. 


It fascinated me making a thing with junk that is 
better than a proper and expensive thing and 
makes me feel child-like. What if I got a big 
drum, made it like a ‘drum machine’? 


Overall quite inspiring. 


A NATURAL LOW COLLAB @ 
WRECKER’S ARTSPACE 27/09/20 


The most chaotic, sometimes orderly and sadly 
final instalment of the Unaesthetic. Already well 
under way when I arrived, wth a masked lady in 
an entanglement of noisy measuring stuff, and a 
grad student swishing broken tiles around 
alongide with their undergraduate documents, 
next to a rusty old lawnmower, forming the 


money. A saw with a textured piece of clear 
plastic sheet to run it over. Again, like painting. 
Visual arts meeting sound art. Pay attention to the 
pressure of your hand. 





Illustration 5: Max with home-made polystyrene 
synth 


Made a bit of an orchestral sound on the big 
drum with the strings on a central stick again, but 
tried to exploit the different tones of all the 
sticks. Got repetitive banging stuff. Bashed away 
at Sam’s pretty wall hanging (it SOUNDED 
really, brutally cool as well as looking cool) and 
an ornamental plastic teddy bear flew off (made 


me feel guilty after like a mean bully). Thinking, 
this is much short of destroying the whole house, 
like Collapsing New Buildings. I bashed again 
and again. ORDER. See, how much ORDER can 
be made of all this? Am I brutal, inappropriate? 
ORDER _ CHAOS — ORDER- CHAOS. What 
would result, if we tried again and again? What 
potentials do we hold? Anyhow, there was my 
warped solidarity for the day. 


I tried a vape, by the way, and I coughed heaps 
and my eyes watered. 


BAD FAN FICTION SECTION 


So... Betoota Advocate again. Listened to their 
podcast with the ASIO spies on it. Errol said he 


need to change things and are therefore the 
liberators arguably, like necessarily, logically. 
Where do you go from here? It’s just that some 
people are told they are powerless, I guess, and 
don’t get enough opportunities to develop, or 
miss them because they have been so entrenched 
in negativity and faux-positivity. 


SHOW REVIEW RECALL: KITCHEN’S 
FLOOR, AMYL AND THE SNIFFERS, 
COMIC PSYCHOS 


A few years ago I went to see them at Crowbar 
and felt important because I got a door spot from 
Kitchen’s Floor. I was really exhausted from a 
pre existing hangover, not enough sleep and 
masked it with stimulants and more alcohol and 


was approached after uni for a spy job but he said tried to have a good time but really had this 
no and he also can’t disclose the agency. I reckon ritalin-fuelled, ultra-self-conscious analytical 


that possibly he is a spy. He has been sent to 
quell the revolutionary subversive tendencies of 
Clancy. Clancy, you see, was perhaps identified 
by ASIO as one of the few young men with 
leadership potential, talent, idealism and 
disillusionment with governing and NGO 
institutions. He was in a nice little tight spot 
purifying the gold in him and he was going to 
come out shining, a hero for the Australian 
disillusioned people as he rallied them for 
revolution. 


See, I had had it the other way around, that 
Clancy was the big guy taking the shyer Errol 
under his wing. But see, that dark streak we all 
knew Errol had... That deep intelligence... 


Errol would be more likely to think of some 
weird, solitary act of subversion. Maybe it is 
really Clancy there, to stop him. 


Or maybe the news site itself is part of some 
grand idea to improve (edit: i.e. somewhat 
revolutionise?) society? Of course it is — they are 
very intelligent and socially aware. I am being 
very silly. 


OPPRESSION PARADOX KINDA THING 
The people who have the power but let things 


stay the same are the oppressors arguably but the 
people who have the power are the people you 


distance and the article ended up being how.. 
well the bands are like, ah, white Australians and 
like it’s not diverse in here... some guy elbowed 
his way past me and I suppose that is quite 
wrong... Someone felt me up in the Cosmic 
Psychos mosh pit and I am confused.. does it 
represent them, those kinds of Aussie punk 
bands? 


But Amy] and the Sniffers are a fucken great 
band! I wanted to say that. Cosmic Psychos and 
Kitchen’s Floor too. But Amyl and the Sniffers I 
wanted to write about in particular. Fucken.. 
being yourself and a good person is the biggest 
defence against fascism around. Ocker or 
whatever. Who says they aren’t open to other 
cultures or people? Who says they embolden 
toxic masculinity you might see in the audience? 


Case in point... Some Mutts Can’t Be Muzzled. 
A fierce indictment against an ex-boyfriend, 
having been on a metaphorical leash. 


Gacked On Anger’s class rage... “I wanna help 
out the people on the street... but how can I help 
him when I can’t afford to eat...” It’s natural, 
healthy, good natured rage. 


I thought it was too healthy at the time. 
Suspiciously healthy/ I was gross, over-extended, 
over-analytical, over-burdened with some idea of 
having to strain to contribute, to self-flaggelate, 
to save the world somehow. To bring things to 


social harmony, like a big sensitive collage with 
myself as the decider of how things ‘should’ be. 


I did mosh pretty hard, I participated. But I was 
thinking even then, like what is this?. Should I 
enjoy this? I was proud... I had this performance, 
this presentation, getting a tidbit for my confused 
cultural portfolio. They were... more real 
somehow. But too real to be true. From another 
era, maybe. They were also really lovely people, 
lacking any guile, rock star snobbery and all that. 


It is certainly nostalgic... 70s Snack Bar an 
overtly nostalgic song. What’s the nostaliga for? 
Nostaliga’s prevalent on the left and the right. I 
reckon we all look back on that time when you 
had stuff like, the ability to buy a house, stability, 
dreams. Working people with some kind of proud 
identity, ties to place, a stake in the land (moral, 
spiritual, not necessarily financial), small 
business, simple things. Morals, but freedom. 


STILL PROPELLORS, MADBOOTS, 
LOOK!POND, CANNON @ EAST 
BRISBANE BOWLSCLUB/BACKBONE 
19/09/20 


So, I could give two versions of this: the bands, 
or the soap opera. I don’t know which one it will 
be (maybe both) but for one thing, for posterity, 
the way COVID-19 restrictions effected it will be 
of note. 


Buying tickets in advance, for one things. In 
table groups, for another thing. I had a paranoid 
twinge that this was all a social experiment of the 
organiser to see who books with who and so on 
(for some reason) but I think it actually had 
something to do with restrictions; like, why 
would you want to watch a rock show sitting at 
tables? But that’s what we did, for some 
bureaucratic reason. Directional arrows on the 
floor, hand sanitiser, signing in at the door, all 
that applied. No self-serve water at the bar either. 
Venue capacity, I think 100 people. So it’s 
xclusive. And not spontaneous. 


I was seated with Matt Kassay (the nice man in 
Coles and a number one Kitchen’s Floor and 


Wonderfuls fan, who has a band with his 
daughter called Limit of Shunt) after he posted 
on Facebook asking if anyone wanted to book a 
table of three (the minimum number of people 
booked at once on a table). All this organising in 
advance made me contemplate, what if I was just 
a little bit more of an outsider, a little bit more 
shy? There’s a hurdle to getting out. 


All of the groups of tables, or places with 
cushions and stuff, had laminated card with 
names written on them for reservations. Such a 
weird crossover between fine dining and a small 
music show. 


Our ‘table’ was one of the groups of three chairs 
at the back of the room against that long window 
at the back, in the middle facing the stage. 


Talked to Matt Kassay for a while. He recalled 
such things as seeing a small clip of the Sex 
Pistols on TV in the 70s as a child and finding his 
music (how’s that for isolation? At the mercy of 
the big TV producers). Anyhow. He is lovely and 
easy to talk to. 


Sat alone for a bit, at one point in the night, and 
had a bit of a mope because, it all, it all seemed 
too much. The getting up and talking to 
everybody. The putting on a happy face. The 
‘how are you’s’, the smiles. The alcohol (which 
gave me a kind of dirty feeling — tho I just drank 
one beer when I was there). The looking at 
myself in the mirror before leaving feeling not 
quite right. Looking at myself in the eye and not 
knowing what to think. Trying to be kind to 
myself. Trying to see myself as a friend or 
stranger, trying to read my appearance. Who am 
I? What am I for? I feel better now, I’m not 
taking antipsychotics anymore, what excuse do I 
have... things should be moving forward for me 
somehow - but moving forward, ugh, what’s that 
even mean. Growing up? How do I grow up? Ah 
God, I’ve opened a can of worms. 


Then sitting at the back alone, I observed that 
everyone I had, or had had somewhat of a crush 
on, or who was familiar enough to seek solace in, 
was with another girl. Everybody with a little 
sub-group. Moving on. I was gonna bring a 
friend (a new male friend) but ah, you know, I 
was just having a little sook at the spectacle. At 


what it seemed to say about me and my 
loneliness, affirming my mood. Humbled 
thinking how others might’ve felt at my own 
frivolous, butterfly days, hanging with this guy 
and that guy to no conclusion, when maybe they 
were looking on. When I didn’t feel so different. 
Or at least squashed it with drugs and alcohol 
more. 


It didn’t quite reach LOOK!POND or Kitchen’s 
Floor level misery and focus. People like Matt 
can capitalise on their shit, on their darkness. 
God, does my head in. What is it about Matt? 
What is it about these guys who can really 
express themselves? What is it about these girls 
who can really be like girls too? All I have got is 
my tears and my writing which feels about as 
impactful as a tumblr miseryjerk off sometimes 
(just not as pretty). Nah I’m being a bit harsh on 
myself (and the poor tumblr girls, who 
apparently represent some kind of power bloc 
with wide-reaching cultural impact anyhow). 


Pam said something like that the covid stuff is 
really hard on close relationships. Had a fair few 
arguments myself, trying to get to the core of 
things, what they mean, what people really 
believe. Not so much of this bonding over things 
like eating, dancing, entertainment, chatting 
about where your mind wanders, situations that 
are concrete in the world, real world activities. 
Just stuff that it’s hard, or almost impossible, for 
two people to completely agree on, like how to 
represent reality with words. 


I do feel hope. I feel that feeling like a sunrise a 
bit. It’s good to be healthier. To not impose on 


myself these petty problems like the rollercoaster 


of drunkenness and hangovers and impulsive 
behavior. It’s okay to revisit teenage insecurities. 
It can humble you. Brush up on the fundamental 


philosophy. Where do I belong? Who am I? What 


do I believe? 


Just had a funny, sad thought though: you’ve had 


27 years to figure out what to wear. For one 
thing. How to greet people. How to express 


world. How many milleniums is it taking us to 
figure out how to dress the world? 


Ain’t it just what people do? Wht people live for, 
apparently? Getting ready, going out. Expressing 
themselves. Maybe I could join a nudist colony. 
They’re probably a bunch of weirdos tho - see, 
even their nakedness fucken means something. 
To be naked isn’t to escape that matrix of 
meaning constructed by the world and to just 
connect to the people right there n then (or 
maybe in a more intimate setting than a colony. 
That carries its risks too). It’s in your mind, see. 
Our minds are clothed. I’ve spent a lot of time 
dressing my mind but you can’t really see it. 
How do I express myself now, that my mind is 
more naked? That I feel younger, more teenage, 
more blank, peaceful, but sad? 


Maybe I could lounge around like a rich lady in 
those old fashioned paintings. Sit in a garden and 
look at flowers. Something nice. 





Alright. The bands. Still Propellors is Lachie, 
the bassist of Pious Faults who is even more 


enthusiasm. Things like that. What am I investing theatrical and intense here but in a different way 


in is the real question. Investing in a spectacle. 
Honestly I just want a plainblack shirt that fits 
correctly. Or fits incorrectly, but just not 


more akin to - well at the end - Rites of Spring 
but not as romantic and light spirited; more 
frustrated. All black clothes, black boots too. It is 


annoyingly. I guess the same goes with the whole definitely tragic, though, from what I hear from 


the lyrics and infer from the name... Still 
Propellors. Propellors are meant to fly... these 
ones are lying dormant with repressed energy. 
Spinning and squealing but not taking off. The 
strength is there, though. I also pretty much cried 
during this set. It didn’t quite make me feel seen, 
represented and all that but the general mood of 
it, and the angst, fit crying. 


Jim came up to me and talked to me like how you 


going man? Jim is kind. I had averted 
everybody’s eyes and fidgeted with my water 
bottle for ages (permitting myself to mope about 
such middle-class-teenager-seeming concerns as 
identity, being alone, belonging, um, healthy 
social development without repressed emotions, 
to mope about ME and what I might want... I’m, 
27 gosh I have to work things out or I'll be like 
this forever, arent I to ever be normal or am I 
wasting myself away, or will I find a proper 
worldly purpose? Like a career — if even an on 


the ground activist career? What is mine vocation 


dear Lord God?). Jim is fidgety also, endearing 
and doesnt seem to have any preconceived ideas 
of judgements, he just lets you be but is there for 
you. 


I thought about all the times other people had 
been upset at shows and parties. How I had often 
been upset too but repressed my emotions and 
tried not to show them to anyone and took ritalin 
or drank more. Maybe let out a numb, “Me too, I 


Next band. Madboots. It’s nice to get some hip 
hop ladies up. I imagine sometimes how to 
embody that confidence they have (which I 
usually have only in a fake approximation as a 
quiet person). Dewy due to have her baby any 
day too. She’s just really cool. Her sister Gel too. 
Hayato with the one job to dance in the 


background, this time with a mask, pulled down 


to drink beer every now and then. The DJ guy, 
doing like actual dexterous stuff with his hands. 





Illustration 7: Matt Kennedy and Riley 


LOOK'!Pond. This band exemplified to me that 
neutral, innocent, lonely attention one pays to 
one’s mundane environment. Like a baby, 
looking at things. But thinking WHY? And WHY 
are things hard, and anxious? I still love that 
army man crouching looking out into the blank 
red background, like staring into inchoate anger. 


feel this way to,” to people with the idea it would WHY are things the way they are? 


make them feel better. Just worked myself into a 


general tension on the inside that was there pretty A new lineup with Jim on bass and Riley on 


much every day. It’s not like that anymore, I give 
myself permission to withdraw and think. 





Illustration 6: the DJ guy, Dewy, her sister 
Angelica, Hayato 


drums, switching over from the Goon Sax. 
Gentle people can play angry, tough music too. 
They are at least as good as the original lineup 
seen at Rics in 2007 youtube footage. 


Matt Kennedy’s weird, angular guitar work. 
Don’t wanna jerk him off about all the old 
classics blah blah blah. (walk over, jerk a person 
off a little bit about their performance, otherwise 
absent in the interaction, go off..) But yes, nice 
set, Matt! I am sure he must know. 


They did a cover of “I WANNA HURT”. Matt. 
Does he wanna hurt? What does it mean, does it 
mean risking something for love? Bravery? Or is 
it self-defeating masochism? I don’t know. Want 
to hurt... seems like an oxymoron. Would you 


like, lift weights to it or something? Are you 
feeling very numb and flaccid and emotionally 
flat and it feels good to hurt at least, to feel real? 
Come on n break the ice inside? Kick it open? To 
tear me up inside a little bit? 


Cannon played last. They are a really cool band 
that feels really wholesome. Specially that the 
drummer of the band Chloe, the backbone, and 
the vocalist Callan, are both in married 
wholesome-seeming relationships. “WHOOO 


FUCK YEAH DEWY’S BABY DADDY.” yelled 


someone from the crows (I could’ve done a John 
Howard here and say, excuse me, you mean her 
husband. Was it John Howard that took offence at 
somebody referring to people as partners, rather than 
spouses ?). 





Illustration 8: Tristan, Bruce, Callan 


I think of families, and cricket (I haven’t seen 
guitarist Alex Griffin around much except in 
relation to the Rosalie Nihilists cricket team and 
Cannon), AND most of all when Cannon plays, 
the Murray brother’s old stable party house, 
because Cannon playing usually meant that 
people would all go back there and hang around 
for days. So I suppose the full spectrum of 
revelry and stable humility is there. 


TRISTAN looks beautiful too. Tristan’s outfits 
are always amazing. The fact him and Callan are 
brothers. Callan’s gentle nature and the Jay- 
Reatard-like sweet, equal parts heart-filled and 
messy punk angst of the band with Callan’s scarf 
stretched, twirled around (he often has a scarf) as 
he sings. Cannon is a party band, they said 
everyone says. I’m gonna write that they’re a 
party band, I thought. The absolute most cliché 
thing to say. Ah well. Its a little rough draft of 





utopia in a nice little package for ppl to 
dance/mosh to (or sit down to this time, which is 
a pity, cause it’s nice to use your body, to melt off 
the tension acquired from unnatural work). 


Illustration 9: TRISTAN 


Haven’t gotten into the soap opera part very 
much at all but i’ll just say some people aren’t 
doing to well. I sobered up. I felt connected by 
love for my friend and concern for someone 
other than myself. 


Later there was an afterparty of watching rage 
and hanging out at the new after party house, 
which isn’t quite as free (ironically because it’s 
less out in the sticks/’burbs). 





Had a chat to someone who said.. the music stuff 
and drinking etc. can be so totally immersive that 
it makes everyday life seem dull. 


I suppose I haven’t been a part of that in a long 
time (and not ever to the extent that the boys in 
the bands were immersed... the touring, the 
crowd surfing, bonding with bandmates) but I 
find that, everything has meaning. Everything is 
part of a story. If it’s not the little condensed 
fantastical candy bar experience of music then its 
the long, patient drama of relationships. The 
quiet things. (the quiet things that noone ever 
knows...) 


Being a blank human is alright. You find a way to 
find meaning. You just get wired up a bit 
differently.. the things that spike your attention, 
your pleasure, your nervousness arent regulated 
by the external systems and routines, and 


intoxications as much. You savour small things, 
the pleasure of a mind, of relative stability. 
You’re there for people when they need you 
more. You can set aside times to mourn, times to 
dance, when the relational occasion deems in that 
very moment. It’s more the cinema that validates 
this sort of thing than the image, than the songs, 
in my mind at the moment. But that doesn’t even 
matter, when you feel real. You’re not thinking of 
the image at all, or writing, or anything. You 
validate yourself. Someone else, meeting your 
genuine self, validates yourself, and you become 
a force for good, if you have any good ideas. 
Unpolluted life. You’re not mass culture, the best 
thing are words, for you, personally. 


You’re not in another world, you share this world 
with me, my friend. I know that, eve when you’re 
sad, especially when you’re sad. When you’re 
out of control. People love to feel in control. But 
that’s all false unless it’s pure love controlling 
them, sustaining them. 


You’re a mammal, not a systemic insect with a 
shell of performances. 





Matt K. appears to have a new girlfriend. 





Another thing is I like to have my cake but feel 
like the cake is going off a bit and I have to eat 
it? 


Or I can realise that as that old Portal video game 
said, the cake is a lie (this fits my metaphor). 
‘Having a cake’ is being young and single. 
‘Eating a cake’ is finding someone, settling 
down... And I’ve been prone to imagine, after 
‘settling down’, I could feel a bit bloated, 
overfull and thinking, “What next?” 


You build bigger, better cakes for everyone else 
to see you eat? ..Or for everyone else to eat? But 
you don’t run out of love with the thrill of the 
chase, like a hunted animal, like, ah see I’ve 
GOT you, now I can be bored. It’s not this light 
infatuated feeling. 


My mistake is thinking, there I am thinking I 
have (or am) this little tiny cake, that’s gonna run 
out quickly. The cake of youth. It’s going a bit 
off. But really, that isn’t true. There is much love 
for everyone somehow. 


MULTI LEVEL ENCRYPTION 


So this old laptop here, has about four levels of 
encryption for some reason. I was telling my 
friend about it. Then I realised that it’s a 
metaphor for my soul (like Shrek talking about 
the layers of ogres and onions). 


I need someone to try to hack through the many 
levels of encryption with their passwords, secret 
passwords that even I don’t know. Then they can 
be given access to the operating system and the 
raw hardware maybe. 


See I need someone, who has compatible 
hardware and software, to speak to me. I need 
somebody who masters the Word. Or else I will 
forever be lonely. 


This is like a metaphor too, for keeping yourself 
safe from boys who might infect or abuse you. 
Encryption. 


Anyhow the boys... they should have levels of 

encryption too. I guess I welcome the challenge 
of trying to unencrypt boys (long as they’re not 
this mass system that gets angry at you finding 

their vulnerabilities). 


ANON CONFESSIONAL CORNER 


Dig up your old fedoras, boys, and tip them at me 
because I have decided that it would be better if 
everybody were ladies and gentlemen, in the 
moralistic, idealistic, civilised sense of the words. 
Rest in me, you old romantic souls, because I 
have decided on a counter-revolution, with a 
light burden to any of us except for when we 
notice the disturbing trends towards dissapation; 
orgies, sexual promiscuity, shallowness, falsities, 
self-interest and the like. 


See, whence I arriv’d/arriveth at the Backbone 
Youth Arts Centre I hath noticed a trend of 
people congregating in couples that were not of 


nuptial origin and decided that thee romantic 
idealis dead. Nobody would be here to serenade 
me and try to pick open the lock over my heart, 
to find the key, as they would have fucked off 
with someone else/the multitudes and if thou 
didnst work it out with those other people and 
didn’t return then why would I feel comfort with 
thee.. unrepentant adulterer anyway. Would’s’t 
thou love me, and I thee? Dost thou haveth and 
seeth in me some special intelligence or physical 
traits to secure thee eternal pledge? Nay, not I in 
thee, nor thee in i. Just mine and thy fidelity 
accords our love divinity, through the grace of 
God. Just thee mystery of the Spirit of love (who 
is the unseen God). 


I would say no to keep my dignity and steadfast 
witness of self control and to extend the grace 
god so freely giveth me to thee, to offer 
repentance and sombre, sober reconciliation to 
the good cause, to the body of Christ. The divine 
mission to contemplate moral goodness and 
defence of the weak (like me... or thyself. Also 
the fatherless, the widows, the alien). Seeking the 
gifts of the strong, the patient, the kind, the 
gentle. For charm is deceptive and beauty is 
fleeting. 


Iffeth though hath at last decided that though 
wanteth to be in humble coupledom, to be of one 
flesh in which thou careth for another as thou 
careth for thy own body, then thou musteth be 
sureth of it. Hast though time to grieve the severd 
bonds? If though jumpeth from one to another? 
Does though believe in the sacred union if thou 
isof one body with the sea of dissapation that is 
contrary to the spirit of true love itself, which 
setteth itself apart from the world? When thou 
doest not hath the faith to withstand the judgment 
and mockery of those who wouldeth hath thou 
believe that thou hath no alternative to the flesh? 
The flesh with dyeth, when the love is 
neverending? Whilst the Kingdom , waiting with 
loving patience to manifest as the eternal throne 
of the Prince of Peace on earth as in heaven, 
dyeth inside of your strangled mentally ill demon 
possessed vessel as thou searcheth parched, 
lonely, twisted, proud? Complacent in thy sin, as 
if thee should will to be a reprobate and draggeth 
me in? Hath thou truly a will worthy of union 
with the innocent or is thou a vessel of one who 
seeks to steal, kill and destroy? 


And I, the pitied one, the scapegoated Christian 
blamed for society’s ills, the forever alone 
(though God doest work miracles) watch thee as 
thou searcheth the body and the cirriculum vitae 
of the adulteress, the fornicator, and I crosseth 
mineself as I avert mine eyes from the damning 
spectacle. Mine own sin I doth contemplate tho I 
do not chastise mine flesh as it is renewed in the 
holy spirit, it is put to death and sustained by the 
spirit, when J setting things right in mine own 
power would like to put mine own body myself to 
death due to sin. When God himself hath 
seemeth to damn me, before his grace remindeth 
me that mine own sin led him to his willing 
death for mine own sake, and I must survive him 
with mine witness of resurrection. When I should 
desire to die due to sin, and mine melancholy in 
the fallen age where none shall careth to treateth 
me as the bruised petal I am, and as thy true 
fellow worker in Christ. 


I will not tippeth mine hat to thee at your 
wedding day if thou doest not repent because 
thou never believed in the sacrament. Thou hath 
not submitted to God but thou hath joined the 
body of dissapation. Your children will be curs’d. 
from the unholy unions from whence they came. 
Unless thee doth REPENT! 


IN THE CITY 


Back in the city I come back from a walk with 
my new housemate at about 2:30am. About four 
guys on a balcony across the street yell, “DO 
YOU HAVE ANY ALCOHOL?” 


I feel a bit nervous but I feel for em, they’re 
having a good night. I give em a bottle of chum 
churum (a small bottle of 4.8 standard drinks) for 
$5. “You’re amazing!” they said. “Thank you so 
much!” and something like, “She is a cool 
chick!” Wasn’t in the mood to deal with drunk 
people but a quieter man came downstairs to get 
it and said he might slip away himself while the 
others yelled, “Are you coming back up?” 


So that was that. Stayed up and talked to my 
housemate about a number of things, a bit about 
fashion. He bemoaned that women’s fashion is 
much more interesting. Midriffs showing, for 
example. But not acceptable for men. 


The next day at 10am the guys on the balcony are 
still out and one is standing on the balcony wall 
in a midriff top yelling at passers-by for song 
recommendations. Neighbourly solidarity? 


He then yelled at one of them, “What, you never 
seen a p***ter a*o in a bra before?” (should I 
print that? Ah well, censored for the children). 


And, uh, the cops are outside the building. It is 
10:36am. Uh, nup, they’re back out. 


THANK YOU XOX 

cwzine@protonmail.com 

Previous issues at archive.org/details/@cwnz 
or a Brisbane share house toilet near you 


ps. this was edited and finished last minute 
withou the aid of even caffeine. It’s a miracle. 


pps. thank you so much to Marek Rygielski for 
letting me use his photos! (I presume the consent 
from two years ago stands) Here is a picture of 
Kahlo! 





